I2O            SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

not more than two inches high and only made of
painted tin, stand there for ever confident, ruddy,
smiling in perpetual sunshine; they seem to stare at
us out of a lost Arcadia.

Perhaps that is why poor Angela has not so far
had that farm to herself, being compelled to share it
with a number of shameless adults. It is, of course,
an engaging toy, and there is not one of us here, I
am thankful to say, so old and wicked, so desiccated,
as to have lost all delight in toys, particularly those
that present something huge and elaborate, such as
a fort crammed with soldiers, a battleship, a railway
station, a farm, on a tiny scale and in brighter hues
than Nature ever knew. These toys transform you
at a stroke into a god, and a happier god than any
who look down upon our sad muddle. It is, of course,
the more poetical of our activities that are chosen as
subjects for these bright miniatures of the nursery,
yet there is so much poetry in the toys themselves
that even if they mirrored in little even the most
prosaic things, they would .still be satisfying. I
remember that when I was a child, the boy next door
was given a tiny printing machine, a gasping, wheez-
ing affair that would print nothing but the blurred
image of three ducks. He and I, however-collecting
all the paper we could lay our hands on, would spend
hours, hours full to the brim, printing ducks, thou-
sands and thousands of ducks, and while we were
engaged in producing this monotonous sequence of
dim fowls we asked nothing more from life beyond